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	Pokemon Sulanis

_Hi there people! I was so enthusiastic to write this that as soon as I could, I started to type it. Hope you enjoy this chapter more than I did writing it._

Chapter One: Awakening

Bubbles frothed around him as he swam for the sunken ship. Although, it wasn't a regular ship, no this was an airship. The ship had been shot down about seven years ago, when Lugia and his disciples went into discord and battled with each other. The one who had caused the fight had owned the airship. He was known as Lawrence the III, but he is currently behind bars for almost destroying the planet. He had wanted to claim the four for his collection, a priceless collection that would amount to so much that he wouldn't have to work for at least a decade.

However, it had landed in a deep sea current, and drifted far away. He had finally tracked it down, finding the only place where it could possibly hide, a few hundred miles off from the Abyssal Ruins in Unova, hidden in a trench called "Titan's Trench". It was a dangerous place to dive, but with certain Pokémon it was easier. There was supposedly something hidden down there, which is inscribed on the walls of a secret room in the Abyssal Ruins. It also told of the exact Pokémon that would be able to reach the base of the trench.

It took him a while, but he caught all three. The three were a Lanturn for light, a Dragalge to melt through the rock layers that had settled there, and an Alomomola to provide protection from drowning. He hadn't run into any Pokémon yet, except for some Relicanth and Chinchou. He understood there wouldn't be many, as there is basically no light down in the trench. The danger wasn't wild Pokémon, but the water itself.

There were strong currents down below, as well as a crevice in the bedrock letting out toxic gas. The Pokémon native to there can survive better than all other Pokémon. Thus why Lanturn and Dragalge are allowed to be out of the range of Alomomola's radius. Alomomola was letting out a healing pulse every few seconds to keep herself and her trainer safe. Chinchou and Lanturn were naturally immune to the gas due to their genetic coding.

Dragalge are poison type so it is immune to the underwater airborne toxins. It was getting harder to swim down as the pressure was increasing. At least they were only about two decameters from the rocks. Once the group had reached the rock, the diver commanded the Dragalge to use Gastro Acid on the rocks. While it may not be of much use in battle, the stomach acids of a poison type can corrode metal if dense enough, let alone rock.

Soon the acid had chewed away the rock layer and went on to the steel hull of the fallen ship. Next he commanded his Alomomola to use Bubble over the hole forming and the hole in the rocks. He had trained his Alomomola to concentrate its Bubble to such an extent that it could seal holes and pop with such force they could shift rocks. Soon the acid wore itself out and dissipated, leaving a nice sized hole in the ship. To his amazement, everything inside was still functioning perfectly.

The lights where all on, but they were too bright to have been on since it crashed. They would have at least been flickering. He knew that Lawrence was an extremely rich man, but this was ridiculous. Luckily, the ship had apparently sealed itself, as there was no water inside. He entered through the bubble covering his entrance.

When inside, he pulled off a pack from his leg, which was filled with useful things. It had three things he needed in it: the map the ship, a digital list of the most valuable pieces, and a scanner to show where he was. He hadn't really checked the list yet, but now that he had it out, he might as well check. On it were some rare paintings, some ancient busts, a Mew card which was marked off as Lawrence had been able to get it from his part of the wreckage, and some sculptures. He looked through it some more and found something astounding.

There was one object on the list, but it was unknown as the description said that Lawrence had covertly found this, without anyone knowing, that apparently costed nine hundred BILLION Poké. It was more than all the items on the ship combined. If he was going to make it big, he would have to find it. But which way would he begin the search, left or right? He eventually chose the left side, as there were fewer things that way.

If there was anything he knew about treasure hunting, he knew that the side with less was hiding something important. Using the scanner, he found that he was in an access tunnel, leading straight to the cockpit. Of course, the treasure probably wasn't there, but the controls are there. Also, there might be something his map is missing. When he reached the cockpit, he noticed something, rather odd.

The throne that Lawrence used was cloaked in dust. The cables connected to the throne below also weren't active. If the power was on, then so should the throne, unless… there was a backup control room. Looking at his map, there was no backup room that was visible. It must be the hidden room. He climbed onto the throne and activated it.

It came to life with an almost inaudible hum. A robotic, feminine voice spoke out from the throne "Authentication program activating. Answer the following question correctly to gain control over the ship" it called. "What is the program codename for the Shadow Seas project?" He pondered for a moment, thinking about Shadows and the Sea.

_Wait a minute! Wasn't there a project once to try and make certain Pokémon stronger with the power of darkness? And if I remember correctly, one of those Pokémon was Lugia, King of the Deep. Lawrence was obsessed with getting Lugia. Shadow Lugia's codename was… XD001! _He replied to the question with XD001.

The computer processed for a second and a holographic keyboard with a screen appeared. On the screen, there was a check mark, proving his answer correct. He then asked the AI to tell him how long the power has been on. She replied with "Six days". Six days? But that was impossible? There was no sign of any other person ever entering the wreckage.

He passed it off as a glitch in the system. He then asked for a full visual of where the power had been coming from. An image loaded on the screen, showing exact directions to an unmapped area, called sector Hydra. And he was correct, as the only way down came from an area left from where he had entered. It was only accessible by a hidden stairway in the access tunnel he had come from.

A card rose from the chair, which he assumed to be some sort of Master Key to anywhere on the ship. He clambered out of the chair, and back into the dark access tunnel. It was hard to find, but he finally found an irregularity in the wall: a very slight crevice. Tracing his finger up and down it, he found that it was a slot. He put the card into it, and to the right of him, opened a door which was gleaming.

He stepped through the doorway. It felt like a Cryogonal had just passed through. There was a long spiraling staircase leading far down, lights lining the sides. Each stair had a thick coat of dust on it, with odd footprints laced up and down the stairs, a thick line following. It looked as if some Pokémon was living down there, at some point anyways.

He tripped on one of the stairs and ran into a wall, jarring his jaw. He regained his balance by grasping the railing. He still had a lot more stairs to walk down. He could swear it was getting darker and colder, but the lights were still perfect and his breathing hadn't changed at all. He was almost at the bottom.

He reached the bottom and saw a dark room, with some light in the middle showing what should have been a case of some sort, but near it were some shard structures, and the case was ripped in two. At the left end of the room, there was a console, with an image of a battery. The battery symbol said 63% left, so he still had plenty of time. There were some items around in this room as well.

One of the busts, a painting, and a sculpture. Hopefully, the secret rarity still remained. He went up to the broken case to check it out. He used the scanner to check each. The case was twenty seven years old, but not the shards inside.

The shards were exactly one hundred years old. There was something leaking off of them. It was water, meaning the shards were made of ice. He scanned the edge of the ice, and found traces of life. And oddly enough, it traced to two possible life-forms.

It showed that there was a fifty-fifty chance it was human or a Pokémon. He looked down and saw something odd. A trainer case? He opened it up and found an unbelievable image. It was the current reigning champion of Kalos!

How did it get in here? There was water on it, so it must have been in the ice. He looked at the bottom of the case, and sure enough, there was a slight indentation, fitting the exact shape of the bottom of the case. He was confused how it had gotten here. The champ had disappeared somewhere for Steven, but no one knows why.

Diantha was standing in for him at the moment. Also, the ship had been sunken for 7 years! With no shown entry, there was no way he could have gotten in there! He opened the second compartment and found six odd badges. There weren't any places with badges like these.

The first seemed to be shaped like an iceberg in the water, the second was similar to a fire encased leaf, the third a dragon breathing fire, the fourth a lightning bolt striking a tomb, the fifth a black winged figure, and the sixth a sword and shield with an eye engraved on the shield. When he closed the case and went to put it in his pocket for later inspection, something grabbed him by his throat and lifted him high into the air. He was turned around to stare into two red, anger-filled pupils. The vice on his throat was starting to get to him, considering what was grabbing him was stabbing him with some sort of point, but they were slightly sodden, like razor-sharp teeth. When he looked down he realized they were quite a few meters from the ground.

The face in front of him was familiar, but also not. It had a humanoid structure, but the main features were different, including the fact that he had fangs, and slit pupils. Now that he looked closer he realized what was holding him had six wings, black as coal. He looked at the other hand and as he expected, a mouth-like structure replaced his hands. This monstrosity resembled a Hydriegon.

However, it was wearing clothing and had spiked hair. Then he realized what he was really looking at. Before he could say anything however, the Hydriegonic figure spoke in a raspy, but strong voice "_Who are you? Where am I? How did you get in here?"_ However the diver couldn't speak. Realizing the problem, the Hydriegon placed him down, well, rather slammed him down, onto a desk.

The darkness dissipated as he flew through it, going to his body, as if magnetically attracted, and into his skin. "I go by the name Cletus. We are in a trench called Titan's Trench, inside of the crashed airship of Lawrence the III. I got in here by-" he was cut off by the Hydriegon laughing at him. "Impossible, I remember helping shoot the damn thing down" peeved he had been interrupted, Cletus continued "Then how'd you get in here? It's been 7 years since it crashed!" The Hydriegon quelled its laughter "Wait, did you say 7 years?" Cletus continued "Yes and apparently the ice you were in is 100 years old exactly. And we all know you aren't that old, right, Champion?"

The Champion flinched. How this common diver had been able to tell who he was in this appearance baffled him, but then he saw what the diver was holding. His trainer case. He flew over and snatched the case from his hands. The champion's hand turned into an actual hand, well a hand with talons, and placed it in the pocket of his jacket.

"_You've told me all I need to know" _the champion flew out of the room at a godly pace. The darkness was starting to return, and then the diver noticed one, slight problem. The puncture wounds in his neck. He would be unable to swim in the toxic water with an open wound. He grabbed a few of the things and put them in a special bag.

He had created it, and it used the same concept that the Pokémon move, minimize did. It would shrink the objects of its contents into much smaller sizes, also changing the weight. He went to the stairs. There had to be an aid-kit somewhere in the airship. He went back to the control room and asked where the nearest aid-kit was.

A circular tile lifted upward to reveal that there was a compartment under it with an aid-kit. There were a few sections, but one stood out as it was what he needed. It said, "Bandages and Rubbing Alcohol". He pulled out the rubbing alcohol, and got a Q-tip. He swabbed the liquid around, but accidentally touched the wound causing him to yell a stream of swears.

After the pain subsided he continued to treat his wounds. When he had finished, he wrapped the bandaging around his injuries. He walked back to the hole he had created earlier, grabbing more treasures as he went. When he had reached the hole he noticed one thing. Next to his hole was another hole, but on the other side, he saw lush grass instead of water.

The circumference was tinged black, as if made of charcoal. The metal around it looked warped. As he got closer, it seemed to be getting smaller. When he was right in front of it, he noticed that it actually was closing. The metal space it had covered was still however warped. He was uneasy about what he had just seen.

On one of his treasure hunts, he had found an ancient text. He had kept it, and had recently found out what it had said. It told of a region, long ago, that was lost to darkness. In the legend, it said that some dark-type Pokémon could actually tame this chaotic energy and turn it into a malleable substance, even being able to cause warp holes, though they can't reach farther than outside of the world's atmospheric range, and the Pokémon had to have been there once. Recalling the text, he remembered the chaotic energy being referred to as "Dark Matter".

It said that the region is still existent, but it was now tainted with darkness, becoming what is called the "Dark Realm". It was supposedly already existent, but not in a physical form. But it was millennia ago since such darkness thrived. Longer ago than the Third Pokémon War three thousand years ago. Most records of the ancient threat were destroyed, but he was lucky enough to have found his piece.

He had sold it for the generous price of forty thousand Poké to a very eager museum owner. Of course, being so rare, he only gave them a copy. An exact replica. It lay in his room, below the floorboards, in a vault where he kept his best treasures.

The whole text was something like, "_In these days of terror and hatred, we have lost our sight. The sun has disappeared, and the plants are all dying. Our region is turning into a desolate wasteland without water, nor sweet dreams. Only a few remain, with the rest having turned to stone. The land around us is warped, with a Dusknoir searching the remains of our camp. It was followed by a monstrous Pokémon without name. We all call it Malumbra, as in the "evil shadow". It could control the very darkness that they would hide in, as if the shadows were its puppet. If it finds us we will perish. If we don't get of the island, we will never see light again, nor will anyone else"_

Apparently this "Malumbra" could control Dark Matter. He went back to the hole _he _had made. He slipped through into the water, commanding Dragalge to use acid on the rocks above. The rock eventually had been mostly disintegrated, except for a small section at the end, big enough to cover the hole. When the hole had been covered, he and his Pokémon swam back up. He had some money to claim.

POV change: Champion…

He was almost there. The powers of the form he had were intriguing. It explained his heightened senses and how he was keen to be in the dark. But how was it possible? _Unless… No way… it can't be possible… are they even compatible… well he had never known his mother, but there was a Hydriegon in the family that always seemed to stick around him… Shit._

He continued to think, his thoughts being interrupted by a sound. He looked at his arm. He was back in regular form. His Pokémon Retrieval system was going off. He clicked the screen, and six slots came out of the side. Six Pokéballs formed on the slots.

Now he remembered. He had stored them in the MASU (Mobile Arm Storage Unit) before he had been frozen. He pulled them off, and placed them where they belonged. Man it felt good to be back. He pulled out his Pokégear to check his location. He was on the Northern Isle, in the Gardens of Prince Damion. He was almost two miles from the ruins. Team Sol and Luna were going to regret putting him in an icy cage. He looked to the ruins and headed in their direction.

0~O~Ω~O~0

_Hello there this is Dragyn. Hope you enjoyed that episode of Sulanis: The Remake. I need Pok__é__morph OC's._

_The door opens and the Champion peers through._

_Champion: Y'know, maybe you could have just said my name. People that know this is a remake know who I am. _

_Me: I don't care. I'm just trying to write a good story. Now bugger off._

_I promptly close the door and lock it._

_Well that's the end of this chapter. Follow, Favorite, Review, or even PM me. I don't even care if it's a rant. Just no repeating the same thing over and over. Signing out_

_-Dragyn-_


End file.
